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the last time, contrived to call her body-guard of
snakes hissing and screaming around her.

There is surely no modern book so unsullied as
this is by the modern spirit, none in which the desire
to teach a lesson, to refer knowingly to topics of
the day, or worst of all, to be incontinently funny,
interferes less with the tender magic of Oriental
fancy, or with the childlike, earnest faith in what is
utterly outside the limits of experience. It belongs
to that infancy of the world, when the happy guile-
less human being still holds that somewhere there
is a flower to be plucked, a lamp to be rubbed, or
a form of words to be spoken which will reverse
the humdrum laws of Nature, call up unwilling
spirits bound to incredible services, and change all
this brown life of ours to scarlet and azure and
mother-of-pearl. Little by little, even our children
are losing this happy gift of believing the incredible,
and that class of writing which seems to require less
effort than any other, and to be a mere spinning of
gold thread out of the poet's inner consciousness,
is less and less at command, and when executed
gives less and less satisfaction. The gnomes of
Pope, the fays and " trilbys " of Nodier, even the
fairy-world of Doyle, are breathed upon by a race
that has grown up habituated to science, But even
for such a race it must be long before the sumptuous
glow and rich triumphant humour of The Shaving
of Shagpat have lost all their attraction.